
The Tragedy o/Uthello - 

fliall grow ftronger then twa* before. 

Caf. You aduife me well. 

lAg. I proteft in the finccrity of loue and honeft kindntfle. 

C(tf. I thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning will I be- 
feech the vercuous Defdemona, to vndertake for me j I am deiberate 
or my fortuncSjif they chccke me here. r 

lag. You are in the right: 

Good night Lciutenant,I muft to the watch . 

Caf, Good night honed l ago. £ 

lag. And what’s he then,that fayes I play the villaine ‘ * 
When this aduicc is free I giue.and hone ft, * 

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courfc,. 

To win the Moore agen? Fortis moftcafie 
Thelndining Defdemona to fubdue. 

In ahy honeft fuite , {lie's fram’d as fruitfull. 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, vver’t to renounce his baptifme. 

All feales and fymbols of redeemed fin, * 

Hjs foulc is fo infettcr’d to her loue. 

That flic may make,vnmake,doe what fhe lift, 

Euen as her appetite (hall play. the god 

With his weake fun&ion: how am I then a villaine ?• 

To counfell Cafiioto this parrallell courfe. 

Ditedfiy to his good .• diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blackeft fins put on. 

They doc fuggeft at firft with h.cauenly flhewes, 

A s I doe now .- for while this honeft foole 
* Piyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

And £he for him,pleadcs ftrongly to the Moore : 

Tie pourc this pettilence into his care , 

That fhe repcalcs him for her bodyes luft; 

And by how much Ihe ftriucs to doe him good. 

She (hall vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will Iturnehcr vertueinto pitch. 

And out of her owne goodndte make the net 

Th at (hall cnmelh cm all : Enter Roderigo, 

How now Roderigo ?. 
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The Moore of V enice. 

Rod. I do follow here in thechafe,not like a hound that hunw,but 
one that filles vp the cry.-my money is almaft fpent,I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cud geld.- I thinke the ifluc will be, I {hall katie fo 
much experience for my paines, as that comes to , and no money at 
all,and with that wit -eturne to Venice . 

lag. Howpoorc _.e they .that ha not patience ? 

What wound did cuer heale,but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit,and not by wichcraft. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Do’ft not goc well? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou, by that fmall hurt,haft cafheird Ca/iif , 

Tho other things grow faire againft the fun. 

But fruiecs that blofome firft, will firft be ripe , " 

Content tby fclfe awhile ; bi’thc maffc tis morning; 

Pleafure,and a6Hon,make the houres feeme {hort : 

Retire thec,goe where thou art billted. 

Away I fay, thou {halt know more hereafter : 

Nay get theegon. Some things are to be done, 

My wife muft mouc for Cafsto to her miftris, 

I’le let heron. 

My fclfe a while, to draw the Moore apart, 

And bring Him iumpe.when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wife.* I, that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldneffe and delay. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Cafao jnitb Mufttans and tho Clown t, 

# 

Caf. J^Afters,play here,I will content your paines, 

Something that'* bricfe,and bid good taorrow.Generall. 
Clo. W hv maftcrsjha your inftrumencs bin at Naples, that they 
fpeake i'the nofc thus ? 

Boy. Howfir,how? 

Clo, Are thefc I pray,cald wind Inftruments ? 

Boy. I marry are they fir: 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a taylc. 

Boy. Whereby haugs a taylc fir? 

Clo* Marry fir . by many a vvindc Ipftrument that I know ; But 

maifters. 



